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OVER the cold still air hung a tenseness, broken only by the whine of the wind as it swept the snow from the low-hanging 
branches into the faces of the assembled skiers—or the metallic 
ring as dural ski poles touched each other. The gusty, mountain 
gale at the top of Greylock brought color to the faces of the fifty 
gayly-clad skiers, and rippled the black and white starting num-
bers on their chests and backs. A slender line of skiers, each in 
his starting position, began at the edge of the drop that was the 
start of the mad run down the mountain, and meandered back 
through the green pines. Spasmodic gusts piled tiny drifts on the 
lee sides of the skis, and frequent angry blasts would topple an 
unwary skier into the snow; they snarled the tousled hair of those 
who scorned caps, and brought tears to the eyes of everyone. 
Towards the start of the line a nervousness was visible that 
gradually lessened as the numbers increased; number 1 puffed 
jerkily on a cigarette and shot anxious glances down the trail; 
number 50, a plump moon-faced boy with a large orange "D" on 
his green sweater, munched contentedly on a chocolate bar, and 
tried to whistle "Dinah" between bites—from the warped line 
cigarette smoke rose to be caught and carried away by the blustery 
wind. An amber-colored bottle started at number 25 and slowly 
passed from mouth to mouth until number 40 tossed it on the 
snow, where it lay white except for a few brown drops glistening 
in the lower corner. 
Apart from the straggling line three older men clad in somber 
blue gabardine, the judges, were talking with the timer, a 
spectacled young man who looked is if he would be more at home 
in a research lab than on a windswept mountain. A small port-
able sending and receiving radio was perched on the starter's 
back, earphones hung about his neck like a loose collar, and he 
toyed nervously with a small microphone—very essential timing 
equipment, the radio; fractions of a second were important in the 
Downhill Eastern Collegiates. 
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HTHE judges, without skis, waded through the deep snow toward 
the line in single file; all skiers turned eyes to the clumsy 
triumvirate coming towards them. A ruddy-faced man addressed 
the group: "All you boys are familiar with this trail. We want 
you to understand that the sponsors of this race are not re-
sponsible for any injuries that may be the result of your running 
the course; the downhill rules of the Eastern Ski Association 
apply in all instances. Good luck, fellows. Number 1, get ready." 
Number 1 threw down a fresh cigarette, took a firm grip on his 
poles and looked down the mountainside. The starter came 
forward, adjusted his earphones, spoke a few words into the 
microphone, and turned to number 1. "Number 1, get ready. Go!" 
Before the staccato —"Go!"—was whisked away by the wind, 
gaunt-faced number 1 was weaving down the run towards the 
opening into the dark woods. 
Every thirty seconds a tight-lipped boy pushed over the starting 
line and was lost in the maw of the forest. With sober blue eyes 
number 34 stared ahead at the line of skiers that he didn't see— 
and cursed himself inwardly for letting himself be talked into 
this race. He, a sophisticated sophomore succumbing to the 
flattery of a bit of fluff with blue eyes and blonde hair. Last night 
seemed so far away; those two dances, the short walk down by the 
lake—her blue eyes shining warmly in the light of a cold winter 
moon—then those few little words: "Oh! Don, you ski so beauti-
fully, why don't you enter the Intercollegiates tomorrow?" Per-
haps the combination of sparkling blue eyes and three Martinis 
was too much for him; he remembered how lonely the olives 
looked in the empty glasses, how green they were—he felt that 
way now—lonely and green. 
"OUT he had to race. He couldn't let them know of the fear he'd 
had of trees ever since he had seen that broken body lying on 
the red-stained snow—an arm bent outward at a grotesque angle-
convulsive movements and rasping sound as a crushed figure 
gasped for air through a punctured lung—that's what a tree will 
do to you. 
"Number 10, get ready. Go!" 
Twenty-three men yet, twelve minutes before he pushed off. 
Don looked down the slope and watched a red-clad figure slide 
down the run in a cloud of white. From the start to the woods, 
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a distance of one hundred yards, stretched a white blanket—the 
trail cut a gray shadowy groove through the sunlit snow, and 
then turned into the woods to twist its way down the somber 
side like a bright ribbon. It snaked through the black woods, 
disappearing intermittently, for two miles, and then ended in the 
meadow far below that was crowded with people and automobiles 
—the finish—what he wouldn't give to be there now. The course 
was lined with spectators—always ready to yell if you took a corner 
too slowly, and yet afraid to try it themselves. 
Number 50 started chewing on a second chocolate bar, and 
interspersed the munchings with snatches of "This Never Hap-
pened Before." "No." thought Don, "and it won't happen again 
if I can steer clear of blondes and Martinis." 
"There goes 15," the tow-headed boy in back of him said. "He's 
a classmate of mine." 
"Don't feel like talking now," thought Don, "but his classmate 
had better ski better than that or he'll attend classes on crutches." 
Don was worried—those skis were too damn slippery for com-
fort. Don wondered why he had used paraffin instead of the 
slower waxes he had in his pocket. He knew why; someone might 
have been watching him—someone would give him a look of scorn 
and turn around and rub paraffin into his own skis. Damn those 
blue eyes! 
HpHE warm tingling sensation the shot of rye had sent to the pit 
of his stomach had worn off. "Sorta wish," thought Don, "that 
I had taken a bigger nip. Good thing though I didn't—my brain 
is foggy enough at its best." 
Number 28 had just disappeared into the woods. Don took off 
his silk ski mittens and blew on his chilled fingers;then he leaned 
over and tightened each shoe lace— the less play between foot and 
boot the better. He kicked his clumsy skis to make sure that 
the bindings were tight, and pushed backwards and forwards on 
his poles to loosen the snow on his ski bottoms. Rather a damp, 
clammy feeling around his collar, he thought; so he wiped his 
open throat. "That feels chilly now—better fasten up." He 
caught himself putting his hands through the pole straps and 
quickly took them out—if he spilled he didn't want those pointed 
poles on his wrists. 
Don breathed in a deep lungful of mountain air, pungent with 
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the odor of pines, and mixed with tiny snowflakes; it made his 
nose feel dry and tight, and his nostrils tingle. "May as well have 
a cigarette." He inhaled deeply, and watched the gray smoke 
mingle with the snow flakes. The corners of his mouth turned 
up as he reflected, "The condemned man is always entitled to one 
last cigarette. Damn it, man, you've licked Thunderbolt before— 
you can do it again." 
"Go!" sharp and crisp, cut the air, and 32 sped around the curve 
into the wooded trail; the snow sprayed up back of him in a 
flaring fan-shape, and the flakes glistened through the sun as 
they drifted downward. 
Number 33 was chafing nervously at the start. Don patted him 
on the shoulder and said, "If you're not familiar with 'Thunder-
bolt' watch out for 'Shepherd's Crook'; it's the last turn, but it's 
plenty tough. And by the way, if a dark blur swishes by you 
don't be scared. It will only be me." 
Number 33 murmured "Thanks," and turned around to stare 
intently at the starter. 
This was better, his confidence was returning. "Well, there he 
goes. I won't be passing him if he keeps up that brand of skiing." 
HPHE seconds ticked by slowly. A motion of the starter's hand 
brought Don forward; he stood poised on the brink of the hill. 
His visor jerked further over his eyes; he shifted his weight shakily 
from ski to ski, glanced back at the other skiers, and then looked 
straight ahead at the slender white trail threading its way through 
those dark, thick trees. "God! Won't I ever get started?" He 
pictured himself crossing the finish line; the crowd cheering— 
everyone was cheered who crossed the line standing up—and then 
the dance at the lodge tonight with Doris; that was part of their 
agreement—the race for the dance. Doris was getting the best 
part of the bargain, because he could always—. 
"34, get ready." 
Don took a deep hissing breath that sounded like a safety 
valve going off. A creepy feeling pulsed up and down his spine— 
the skin seemed to tighten and quiver. His forehead dampened, 
and a tenseness covered his body. He grabbed his poles to steady 
his swaying hips. The roots of his hair tingling, he stared down 
the trail and listened. 
"Go!" 
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Every muscle coiled and leaped—a swift push and he was off. 
Gathering speed with an angry rush, he dashed downward, and 
the hungry forest soon surrounded him. Out of the corner of 
his eyes he could see the trees flashing by with a gray blur, and 
the sunbeams filtering through the branches. This wasn't so bad 
yet; maybe that waiting was the worst part. "Here it is, trees, 
trees, trees; each one waiting to crack your skull or crush a rib. 
" T H E R E ' S Number 1 Red Cross station; that stretcher looks 
ominous—I'll bet those boys have an expectant look in their 
eyes today. Well, this one won't get me: Yow! Look at that 
furrow ahead; someone spilled there—got up and kept going 
though. Whoa! brother, keep your eyes on the trail or you'll be a 
customer for the next Red Cross station. 
"Here comes 'Devils Turn, ' and plenty fast; this baby calls for 
a tempo turn." He bobbed gracefully, and as his legs straightened 
and his weight was at a minimum, his hips swung and the skis 
turned slowly to follow the turn. "Damn it! I should have slowed 
down just before that turn. Wow! That edge is plenty close. 
Swing those hips, brother, swing 'em. God! Look at those trees, 
closer, closer—won't these skis ever catch and stop this sluing?" 
His hips twisted sharply as he shifted his weight. 
The trees rushed up. He felt the left pole almost jar out of his 
hand as it struck a tree. A sickening lurch, but a most welcome 
one, almost spilled him as his skis bit into the unyielding snow. 
Well, he made it; more luck than good judgment though. The 
trail cut a straight path through the trees for 300 yards. "Thank 
God for his little mercies—this is a relief after that hellish t u r n -
may as well open up and get this race over as soon as possible— 
this will be my last race even if all the blue eyes in Poughkeepsie 
smile at me." 
This schussing was swell; no worrying about the turns or 
trees. The trail, an old logging road, was banked slightly; Don 
rode high from crest to crest of the sides. "Makes a fellow feel 
like he's in a swing—won't be hitting that next turn so fast 
either." His shadow bounced up and down as he swung his 
shoulders and bobbed to relax his muscles; he wasn't alone, 
anyway. A rushing roar filled his ears as he cut through the stray 
sunbeams, and a whipping wind dragged tears out of his eyes. 
Through the amber visor he saw a yellow world; this visor was 
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worse than nothing—eyes watering now so badly he could hardly 
see. He reached up, pushed the visor up, and wiped his eyes with 
the back of his glove—suddenly the wind caught the visor and 
threw it up the trail—"To hell with it; darn thing was useless 
anyway." 
Three men waved at him—another Red Cross station—they'd 
be busy today. 
j / ^ONTEMPT and self-confidence crossed his mind and quickly 
vanished as a sharp turn loomed up ahead. "No christy before 
this little fellow," he thought, "might as well take it wide open; 
it looks easy." He'd tempo all the way; might as well try to win 
this race. "Who knows? Haven't been doing badly so far. Well, 
that's over—just a case of—'this is a nice turn, wasn't it?'—fast but 
easy. Gee! maybe Doris was right after all, maybe all I need is 
competition to bring out my best efforts." 
Up ahead a dark speck stood out against the whiteness of the 
trail. The virgin snow at the side was rutted and broken. At the 
end of a deep furrow number 31 was sitting alongside the trail 
taking off his skis—one was broken off just above the harness—the 
tip lying ominously at the base of a thick hemlock. Blood 
trickled down his forehead, but he grinned and waved a torn 
sleeve as Don shot by. Don caught a "Good luck, fella," and at 
the risk of a spill waved back, and whooped an echoing "Thanks." 
He straightened up and sped down the trail silently cursing 
every Vassar freshman that ever lived. 
"There's the 'Crook' down ahead; it's surely a well constructed 
turn, and, brother, can you whip around this one at a terrific 
speed. Swell banking job, you can see that from here, but look 
at that row of pines beyond the edge of the turn; boy, they look 
plenty tough—bet they've stopped more than one skier. Wow! 
Look at the people!" 
This was a swell place to watch; everybody tore around here 
at a breakneck speed, and it was near the bottom of the trail. 
"Lucky stiffs, all they have to do is to stand there, smoke cigarettes, 
and wait for us damn fools to come around this corner and try to 
break our necks. Wonder where Doris is? She said she'd be at this 
turn." 
Well, it wouldn't make any difference to him whether she was 
here or not—still he'd hate like the devil to spill in front of 
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her. "Say, that looks like her blue sweater and white cap down on 
the left just before the turn. Yes, it is; she's waving. Come on, 
Don, let's take this corner and show the little gal that you do ski 
beautifully. Take it easy, take it easy, keep your eyes on the run 
and away from the sides; that was plenty close to a spill just then. 
Plenty of time to look at dreamy blue eyes at the dance tonight." 
He'd tempo around the "Crook," and give those sissies on the 
sides a thrill. "Wonder what Doris will say to me tonight after 
I tear around here. Here we come, turn; watch those babies' eyes 
pop out when we swing into this old bend." He bobbed into 
tempo position, body forward, knees slightly bent—then he turned 
his shoulders and started the tempo around the turn—felt pretty 
good so far. He hit the turn at terrific speed; his skis shuddered 
as he bumped across the furrowed, choppy snow—sensations like 
an electric shock went up his legs. 
HPHIS was dangerous going. These trees lining the turn protect-
ed it from the full fall of snow; that was why there was little 
surface snow and such an icy base—"To make things worse it 
looks like the other skiers have swept off all the powder snow— 
this is going to be plenty tricky." The side of the bank closed in 
slowly, closer, closer. God! He'd started to side-slip, that sickening 
motion where you moved forward and yet drifted to the side—dig, 
skis, dig. The trees were closer now. He couldn't make it—keep 
trying, keep trying—he should have known this turn would be 
scraped bare today. A sharp smell of pine hit his nose—were they 
as close as that? Frantically he tried to christy and stem—any-
thing to get around this curve and away from those trees— 
furiously his body weaved and twisted; poles clinked as they met 
behind him when he flung his arms in an effort to turn—yet he 
was sliding, sliding, sliding. 
In a deliberate effort to brake his speed Don fell; his head 
snapped sideways as his right hip hit the icy snow; his skis in front 
of him sprayed snow into his face. He felt his momentum carry 
him over the bank and hurl him into the trees. His poles were 
torn out of his hands and the pine boughs lashed at his eyes. The 
tip of his right ski struck a tree forcing his knee into his stomach— 
the ski broke with a sharp crack. A tall, dark shape loomed up 
ahead; he felt his body stop with a dull thud—the air squeezed out 
of his lungs with a wheeze . 
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